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last been rewarded by coming i*pon something un-
mistakably incriminating against me. But his high
hopes being somewhat rudely shatte/ed by my
counter-questioning, he gave the Whole* thing up
as a bad job, closed the bags and with one more
" please excuse " walked away.

The upshot of all this red-tapeism was that I lost
a couple of precious hours and in consequence could
only manage to have a hurried rickshaw-ride round
Colombo. But for all my hurried ride round Colombo
the peculiar charm and beauty of the Galle Face
Promenade did not escape me. I stood there long
and silent listening to the solemn moan of the waves
as they chased each other up its palm-clad shore,
and to complete the enchantment of that fairy scene
there came wafted across the open face of heaven
the perfume-laden breezes of "Araby the blest."
While thus lost in contemplation of the scene around
me I was rudely interrupted by the rickshaw-man
coming up and saying, " Time, sir, Kandy train."
So taking a last long look I turned away and before
long was hurrying across rice-fields and through
cocoanut-plantations towards that great seat of
Southern Buddhism. The country all along the
railway line was as green as it could possibly be
and became wilder and mountainous the nearer we
approached Kandy. As I was having tea looking
at this ever-changing panorama, an Englishman
seated opposite to me, observing the various labels
on my bags, said he noticed I had been travelling
in America and asked me what the feeling was about
the War there, and then incidentally remarked that